CHAPTER II
I WELCOME VERDI AS FATHER CHRISTMAS
WHILST my father went his ways about Rome
he never lost the love of Pius IX.
Years later he was to join the political party in
opposition to the Vatican, for his sincere patriotic
conviction was that Italy could never be, politically,
of any European importance until all her separate
kingdoms and duchies became united under the
single head of the King of Italy. But his political
opinions did not prevent his remaining faithful in
his heart to the old Roman customs and tradi-
tions.
He used always to tell me about the wonderful
Roman Easters in the times when the Pope was still
Sovereign of Rome, My father used to describe to
me so vividly the scenes of those Easter mornings
in the Piazza San Pietro up to 1870, that it seems to
me I was there myself, He was most realistic in his
description of the crowds pouring into the Square of
St. Peter's from the narrow streets that led to it, and
the arrival of the Cardinals and Ambassadors in their
State carriages emblazoned with crests and coats of
arms, and with five or six footmen on whose livery
was embroidered the arms of His Eminence or His
Excellency. The horses were adorned with golden
plaques, ribbons, and rosettes. But, as the cardinals
and their pomp were an every-day sight in Rome,
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